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independence,   neither   soldiers,   uniforms   nor
bayonets are ever to be seen."

During the whole of our homeward journey
I was absorbed in deep reflection: it will per-
haps be thought that my mind was full of Mr.
Bulow's parting speech, but in fact the subject
of my thoughts was altogether different; I was
thinking of how I would cook my turkey, for I
was worried by the fear lest Hartford should
be unable to furnish all my wants; for I wished
to raise a trophy worthy of the spoil.

I make a painful sacrifice in suppressing the
details of the trouble I was at to arrange a dis-
tinguished reception for the American guests
whom I invited. It must suffice to say that the
partridge wings Were served en papillate [z. e.
cooked in paper], and the grey squirrels stewed
in Madeira.

As for the turkey, which made our only roast
dish, it was charming to behold, most pleasing
to the smell, and tasted delicious. And so, until
the very last morsel was consumed, from all
round the table came cries of "Very good!" "Ex-
ceedingly good!" "Oh, dear sir, what a glorious
bitP
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